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George Moore Dogmatizes on the Drama
By BARRETT H. CLARK.

T HAD been warned by his former
friends in Dublin that George Moore's

bail: s much worse than his bite, but I
was none the less apprehensive, for I
wanted to mecbthe George Moore of Hail
and Farewell and hear him discourse in

hnractistic style, but at the same time
I felt a little timid lest he should think
me the usual transatlantic lion hunter. I
had quite persuaded myself that my er-

rand was a punly literary one and that
curiosity was not my motive. But I teas
curious.

The tall Georgian house in Ebury street,
London, was of course just such a house
as George Moore would select after due
consultation and conversation with his
cronies. The hallway was hung with etch-
ings and the cosey parlor furnished with
well worn relics. Moore
had evidently transferred his actions
from the Georgian to the n.

1 imagine I took this in as well as the
white marble fireplace, the comfortable
ofa and arm chair, within half a minute,

while I carefully rehearsed my little
speech : "Charmed to meet you, Mr. Moore.
I should never have thought of troubling
you, you ,"' and before I had imo to
launch forth the man himself stood in
the doorway, a wisp of white hair nearly
touching the curtain at the top.

White Sheep or Black?
He is tall, gaunt and round shouldered.

The droop of his moustache and the slight
wave of his silver hair accentuated the
nppearance of round shoulderedness. The
fate is the well known face of the sketches

Edmond Rostand Praises "Under Fire"
THE EDITOR OF BOOKS AXI)TO THE BOOK WOULD Sir: Pos-f-ih- ly

the most widely and seriously dis-uss-

book published since the begin-

ning of the war is Under Fire Le Feu,
by Henri Barbusse.

In the opinion of many of the leading
American literary critics this book stands
head and shoulders above all other war
books stT far published. In my opinion
Under Fire is a w ork of genius by an art-

ist, and tile book is destined to live as
the greatest book yet published dealing

vith the war.

Some few critics have taken occasion

to attack Under Fire, and by all odds

the most conspicuous of these critics were

Mr. Hearst in the New Yorkjlmencan and
an article in tlje Chicago Tribune. One

of these unfavorable criticisms reached
the author of Under Fire and was the

THE ROUGH ROAD
over which "Doggie" Trevor trav-
eled between the time when his an-bitio- n

to write a history of
wall-paper- s end his living room wi s
done in peacock blue end ivory and
the time when he mr.de good "some-
where in France" is the theme of
the inspiring new r romance
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American boys ere over there now,
helping to cany on the great fight,
r.ul many of them will have just
such experiences as "Doggie" had

--in the trenches, in the billeting--illsges- ,

with the one girl who com-
peres with fAc girl at home. If your
heart is with the boys, you will be
cure to enjoy end rejoice over

THE ROUGH ROAD
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and photographs long, lean, the Moore
face, "like a sheep's," I think he some-
where describes it.

"Sit down, young man," he began, anil
seattd himself close to the fire. I took a
chair from the corner and sat opposite.
He threw himself back, ran his hand
through his hair, put it back into the
pocket of his smoking jacket and immedi-

ately came to the point.

Shaw ! Brieux !

"Don't make apologies, young man.
They are waste of time. You want my
opinions on the theatre and the drama.
Very well. Don't interrupt me, please."
And he began, lucidly, dogmatically, to
lay down the law. There was no mistak-

ing him. "Our present drama is doomed
to failuie. The modern dramatists of this
country have no sense of literary form.
There is Bernard Shaw, for instance a
jolly good fellow: I like him immensely
but the Engliih he writes makes me sick.
Always ideas, and problems, apd theses;
nothing else! And there is that Brieux
(here he purposely mispronounced the
name to emphasize his contempt- for
Bricux's lack of literary distinction),
Brieux, with not the slightest sense of
form, no feeling for beauty !

"Not only have we here no sense lor
literature: we have not yet learned the
art of presenting beautiful pictures in
.stage settings. Why should I be forced
to sit through an evening at the theatre
gaping at an ugly canvas or set the
like of which I would shudder to behold
and turn away from at an exhibit of pic-

tures?
"Commercial management ? Yes, I sup

cause of two letters, which I enclose,
one from Henri Barbusse and one from
Edmond Rostand, the French dramatist.

I take the liberty of sending you these
two letters with the hope that you will
think as I do. that they form a notable
item of literary news of peculiar inter-
est and charm, especially the reply of
Edmond Rostand, and I hope that you
will make a place for the publication of
these letters.

Henri Barbusse was an author of high
standing when France was attacked by
Germany. Barbusse at once laid aside
all matters and enlisted as a private in
the French army. He fought for eigh-

teen months, thus demonstrating his pa-

triotism beyond the shadow of a doubt.
Barbusse as a result of his eighteen
months of terrible exposure in the
trenches has contracted a serious and
painful disease which has so far proved
incurable. John Macrae.

E. P. Diitton & Co.
New York, August J.

of letter from HenriTRANSLATION
Hugh R. Dent, May

30, 3018:
Dear Mk. Dent: I learn by the news-

papers that a French oflicer on a mission
to America has given a lecture at Chicago
in which he has forcibly criticised Le Feu.
This action, of whic,h the Sunday Tribune
speaks, and on which certain French re-

actionary and clerical papers comment,
has surprised me. I did not think that
the, manoeuvres of my political enemies,
that is to say, the ele-

ments in France, would go as far as util-
izing official action against me, and espe-
cially since the Minister of Public Instruc-
tion has just recently again nominated me
a member of the Consultative Committee
of French Propaganda in Foreign Coun-

tries.
However that may be. I think there is

no reason to leave the attack unanswered.
On reflection, the best way seems to me to
send to you, so that you may rely on it, a
letter that I take from among the thou-

sands I have received on the subject of Le
Feu. It is from Edmond Rostand, whose
prestige in America must be considerable.
I send you a copy of it, begging you to
send it in your turn to the United States,
to have it published in the papers, and
thus counterbalance the unjust and ab-

surd opinion of which a Frenchman has
thought fit to make himself the echo over
yonder.

I am for a few hours in Paris at the
above address.

Believe me, &c. Henri Barbusse.
P. S. I.have no need to tell that

the ideas of my book commending the

pose so. What we need more than any-

thing else in this country and I fancy in
yours Joo is a free theatre, where a man
with a taste for literature may have u
fair chance to experiment. Yes, we've had
them before; there was Grein and his
independent theatre, and Barker some
years after, but we need a new theatre."

Farewell totErin.
Moore then fell into a reminiscent vein

and the talk shifted or rather I directed
it to matters of more personal nature.
I had just finished reading the third vol-

ume of Hail and Fareicell, that monumen-

tal wholesale autobiography. Having
come direct from Lady Gregory at Coole
Park in Galway, and knowing how she
felt about the rather tactless treatment of
her kindly character in Moore's latest
book, I was frankly curious to sound the
author and learn his side of the story.
He informed me that his Irish period was
over. I fancy that having turned his ma-

terial into a work of art, he was no longer
interested in the sources. Whether his
victims smarted or not was of little im-

portance to him.
"They were all people whom I should

have used at some time or another, just as
I put Yeats and Edward Martyn into
Ecelyn Innes. Instead of resorting to the
makeshift of psuedonvinity, I have set
them forth as themselves. Why not allow
them the benefit of my character analysis
while they are still alive?"

Lady Gregory's Catalpa.
I felt in duty bound to divulge what

Lady Gregory had told me about her
feelings when she read A re; or rather, her
implication. At Coole Park she had told

continuation of the war against German
militarism and (commending) a lasting
peace by the union of the democracies are
exactly those commended by the great
voice of President Wilson, to whom I
have often done homage in articles. The
divergency of opinions referred to by
Rostand are exclusively concerned with
the religious question and that of the
glory belonging to the common soldiers.

TO Henri Barbusse, of the Thirtieth
Regiment of Territorial Infantry.

My Tiear Friend 1 admire Le Feu be-

cause it is a poem a great poem, tumul-
tuous and admirably arranged. There is
in it what I like most in the world in-

finite detail, without meretricious glitter.
Such detail is only permissible against a
background of inspiration and epic move-
ment. Visionary and man inspired you
are both; that is doubt Ies? why your book
commands the admiration even of those
who do not accept all the opinions in it.
All whom I have heard discussing it up to
the present are unanimously agreed on its
literary beauty and its tremendously real
significances

I remember the day when you came to
say to me: "Voila, 1 am enlisting because
I hate war. The more one thinks as I do
the greater is the necessity to shoulder a
rifle this time which must be the last."
Again I see the calm and terrible beauty
in your face, and your implacable pallor.
It is just that beauty, the frigid and sub-
lime anger in your look, the tranquil ex-

asperation on your features, the haughty
poetry that mysteriously surrounded you,
the noble hatred which from time to time
straightened your tall figure with a start,
as you seemed to be already stooping over
the stretchers in immense compassion it
is just that beauty that I have completely
found again in Le Feu. At that moment
bring back from the war a masterpiece
of tragedy. I did not know at that time
that it would mean the institution of the
Croix de Guerre.

That I am not absolutely of your opin-
ion on one or two points you will readily
imagine, but when a man comes hack
from where you have .been he has a right
to say everything and must be given at
least a respectful hearing. To hold our
tongues and ponder all they tell us, who
have been out their, is our sole duty of
the moment.

I find, in a poem written a year ago,
when I was returning from seeing our
silent defenders at the front
"Heroes!" my look .said. "No"
Replied their silence; "we
Arc only men." That's less and better!

Your work proves to me that my im-

pression was the right one. You have

me that she took offenee at but one pas-

sage in the whole book. Moore had, in
describing the environs of the little lake
at Coole, referred to a "weeping ash." It
was a catalpa, however, which her grand-
father had brought over ears ago from
America. "Now, I hate weeping trees of
all sorts and I don't like to have any one
say that I have them at Coole." Moore
laughed and said it made no difference,

but maliciously added: "I rather think,
though, that it was a weeping ath!" He
showed some curiosity as to the attitude
of Lady Gregory, Yeats and the others,
and asked whether I knew how they felt
about being put into his book. 1 told him

what I thought to he the truth: "They all

intimated that they thought they had been

outraged, but I am positive they were

secretly flattered." He chuckled.
Moore lapsed into silence for a moment

and I took occasion to make a few re-

marks on Hail and Farcicell. In the

course of our conversation I said that I
thought a certain episode in 1'iifc was a
tour de force. With a real or feigned

concern his brows contracted and he said,

"Don't use a French phrae when an
English one will do just as well!-- ' I

started to apologize, a little bewildered at
this from a writer who was himself over

fond of using French when English would

even better have expressed his meaning.

It was with great satisfaction that I
smiled when toward the end of our inter-

view the same George Moore who had

warned rae against using foreign phrases
replied to a question with "Cela va sans
dire!" He too broke into a smile and said,

"I have n right, young man. I am much

older than vou!"

modelled in the mud of the trenches the
enduring statue of the New Soldier.
When you passionately cover the war
with mud, in spite of yourself that mud is
magnificent. You give to those conse-

crated beings the glory which you say
they must not have. And why should

they not have it, the saviors of the world
and of the future? You have it. yourself,
in thai you have portrayed them!

It is a splendid thing to have written a
romance fronwhich history will borrow.
We will discuss other points later. Mean-

while, superb poet and soldier, I embrace
you. ElillOND ROSTANI".

A mystery story called The Quern's
Heart, probably by Ralph Adams Cram,
is being published by Marshall Jones
Company, Boston, under the name of J.
H. Hildreth. The publishers say that the
author kept the story in manuscript for
twenty five years and releases it now "be-

cause the reasons hitherto preventing pub-

lication arc no longer operative."

Amelia E. Barr's new novel will be
called The Paper Cap. I). Applclon & Co.
have it.

Mrs. Sidgweck's
New Novel fJJjff

DEVIL'S
CRADLE

"She is intimately familiar
with German home life, and
the pictures she makes are
filled in minutely and with
graphic coloring. . . . An
interesting story, told with
skill. The author's knowl-

edge of the life she pictures
makes it all the more worth
reading."

New Yot Times.
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"Salt of the Earth"
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